12                         ' GAMBAEA
poet; his coat was threadbare, his shoes cracked, his hat shiny, his overcoat in senile decay. " Excellenza, that poor man is full of talent and incorruptibly honest! He was born in a wrong age! he tells the truth to the whole world; people detest him. He is the theatrical critic of two little journals, though he is smart enough to write for the great dailies. Poor fellow!
" The others are beneath your notice; your excellency will easily learn about them without my help," he hastily added, perceiving that the Count was no longer paying attention to him, as the wife of the composer entered the room.
Seeing Andrea there, Signora Marianna visibly started and a blush tinged her cheeks.
" Here he is," said Giardini in an undertone, pressing the Count's arm and motioning to a man of tall stature. " See how pale and grave he is, poor man! His hobby is evidently not cantering to his mind to-day."
Andrea's love-dream of Marianna was suddenly overpowered by the captivating grace which Gainbara's presence exercised over every true lover of art. The composer was forty; but although his high forehead, from which the hair had flown, was furrowed with a few wrinkles, not deep, but in parallel lines, and in spite of the hollow temples where the blue veins showed through the clear, transparent skin, and of the sunken orbits of his dark eyes surmounted by heavy lids and light-colored lashes, the lower part of his face made him still appear young, so calm were the lips, so tranquil the outline. It could be recognized at a glance that in this man passion had been curbed to the advantage of the intellect; that he would only grow old from mental struggle.
Andrea stole a rapid glance at Marianna, who was watching him. The sight of her glorious Italian head, the exquisite proportion and rich coloring, revealed an organization where all the human forces were symmetrically balanced; he sounded the gulf which separated this pair accidentally joined together. More than pleased with tins evidence of dissimilarity between husband and wife, he no longer combated the feelings which drew him to Marianna. But for the man whose only blessing she was, he already felt a touch